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o Mayor J, B. Billard of Topeks, one
of the candidates for the Democratic

» nominagion for Governor, bas been
some effective work for Senn-

- ‘tor Hodges in the st few days. His

*_ masistafios durisg the -campaizn will
i <be_of great benefit to the couse,

o i
Every Democratic candidate for
Congress 9 spending his whole time
10w In (he fielg in the campaign.
Fot only that, but every one of the
eight candiflates expects to devots
,. Al his time to the campalgn from
" now ustil election day. The cami:
dates are an, energetic bunch of men
and promiss to cover their territory
pretty thoroughly before the elee-
ton. o

L el .
Athough the campaign s yot in
Hg eafly wiiges, the jnterest mank
ebted in every portien of ‘the state
3 grest, and the public speakers ure
never compelled to spesk before
samll audiences, The people of Kan
sem, it lsebelleved, have been aroused
and are mukisg inquiries thal they
may know what they mre dolog on
election day. Such a tate of affairs
means muoch in the wirfare for the
‘success of the Diamooratic party—the
*, girty of the common people.

. I —
The Hon. Jerry Botkin hes been se
cured by the Democratic State Com-
mithee as a speaker during the cmm-
Paign. He began making two spoech.
e & day on Wednesday of this week
af Clay Cepter, He le s well khown
* Democratle speaker, belng comsider-
od one of the strongest in the state.
He will spend all the time unti the
choge of the cempuign in & speaking
bour of the state under the nusplees
vof the Committes, r. Betkin spoke
at Hokton Thuraday, Oskaloosa Fri-
day, nnd will speak at Sallpa Satur
« By of thie weik.

—X

Letters Uwt are pouring In to Dem-
miic heﬁdqunnrra at Topeka, Lo
dicate thut Democrats averywhere ane
entirely satisfied with the state tick:
ef, and that they will. “vote ‘er
‘slraight” ut the polls In November,
That the price of Democratic snecess
is DoMocratic unity is recognized in
 all‘guarters, and the Democrats in-
tepd to allow no such bright pppor
tunity fs is presented to them this
"year-glp by, With & strong stite
ticket that Is giving satisfaction ev.
arywhere theré sesns to be litle Uk
Ehotd of anything approaching a sip

“in the e5li Democratic vote,

of the affair took hold of her, sbe
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*3%0, 1 don't supposs it would. ['ve
an idea that we're all on the way to
the home of Haroun-al-Rashid."

“Bagdnd,” musingly,

“It's the rug. But I do.not under
stand you in the pleture.”

“No more do L”

With & consideration that spoke
well of his understanding, be did not
speak to her aguin till food was
passed. Later, when the full tarror

would be dreadfully Jonely and would
need to see hlm mear, to hear his
volee. He forced some of the bot
soup down Ryanne's throat, and was|

glad to note that he responded a little, |

After that he limped about the st nm'
cump, but was careful to get ln no
one's way. Slyly be took note of this
face and that, and his satisfaction
grew as be counted the aftermath of
the war. And It had taken five of
them, and even then the result had
been n doubt up to the moment when
his head hud gome bang sgainst the
stucco. He took a malancholy pride
In his swollen ear and half-shut eye.
He had always been doubtful regard-
Ing his courage; and now he knew
that George Percival Algernon Jones
was a8 good  name as Bayard

The camelboys (they are called
boys all the way from ten years up to
forty), having bobbled the beasts,
Wwere portioning esch a small bundle
of tibbin or chopped siraw in addition
to whul they might find by grazing.
Funny brutes, thought George, as he
walked among the kneeling animals:
to go five days without food or water,
to travel contlnuonsly from twenty-
five to eighty milea the day! Otbers
were busy with the pack-baskets, A
tent, presumably Mahomed's, was be-
Ing erected upon & clayey piece of
ground In between the palms. No ope
entered the huts, even out af curios-
Ity; so George waa certaln that the
desertlon had been brought sbout by
one plague or another. A smaller
tent was put up lster, and he was
grateful at the sight of it. It meant
& little privacy for the poor girl. Great
God, how helpless be was, how help-
less they all were!

An incessant clatter, occasionnlly
internpersed with a laugh, went on,
The Arub, uplike the East Indian, Is
not ordinarily surly; and these
seemed t0 be goodnatured enough,
They eyed Georgs without malice.
The war of the night before hnd been
all In & day’s work, for which they
had been liberally pald. Whils he had
spemt moch time fn the Orlent mnd
bad ridden camels, & rea) earavan,
prepared for weeks of travel, was a
distinet novelty, and so he viewed all
with intérest, knowing perfectly well
that within & few days he would look
upon these activities with a dull, hope
lees anger, He went back to the
girl and sat down beside her,

“Have you amy ides why you are
hers ™

“No; unlezs he saw me In the ba
ezars wilh Homce, snd thought to

torture him by bringing me along.*
Horace! A chill that was not of the
night ran over his shoulders. 8o she
called the adventurer by his given
neme? And how might her presence
torture Ryanne?! George felt weak
in that bitter moment. Ay, how might
not her presence torture him also?
He had never, for the briefest spuce,
thought of Ryanne and Fortune at the
sume time. She spoke, spathetleally
it was trie, a8 If she had known him
all ber life. The wisest thing he could

Iumtnbﬂunmnawlmdllhn
| Where he could explaln some parts of
[

the enlgma and be of some use. Hor
ace!

“I'm going to bave another try at
bim," be sald.

She nodded, but without any par
tleular enthusiasm,

George worked over Ryanne for the
better part of an hour, and finally the
battered man moved. Hs made an of

“For the Bimple Reason | Didn't Have
It te Give Up"

fort to speak, but this time no sound
issued from his lips. At the end of
the hour he opened bis eyes and
smiled. 1t was more like the grin
George bad once eeen updn.the face
of & boxer who had refurned to the
contest after baving been floored halt
& dozen times,

“Can you hear me?™ asked George.

Ryanne stared fnto his face. “Yea,"
thickly. “Where are we™

“In the desert™

“Which ona™

“Arablan.”

Ryaune tried to sit up alone,

"Better mot try to move. They
banged you up at & great rate. Best
thing you can do s to go to aleep,
You'll be all right in the morning.™

Ryanne sank back, and George bun-
dléd him up snugly. Poor devill

“Hell pull himsell together in the
morning.” he waid to Fortune. *T did
not know that you knew him well”

“I have known him for eight or nlne
years. He used to visit my uncle st
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at BORN'&

shown. She was very lonely, very
tired, very sad.

oné will disturb you™

“Good night, Mr. Jones. Don't wor-

ry; 1 am not afraid.”

was alose  He produced
one of his precious ¢lgars and lighted
it Then he drew over his fest one of
the empty saddlebags, wrapped his
blanket round him, and st smoking
and thinking till the heat of the fire
replentabed from time to time, flled
with & comfortable drowsiness:
the cigar, still soking, dropped
his nerveloss fingers, an be lay
upon the hard clay and alept.
Romance is the greatest thing in the
world; but for all that, & man must
eat and & man must sleep,

The cold dew of dswn was the tonle
that recalled him from the land of
grotesque dreams. He sat up and
rubbed his face briskiy with his hands,
drying It upon the sleeve of his cost,
as hasty and as satisfying a tollet as
he had ever made. There was no ac

him
and
from
back

not going to start early, The eook
alone was busy. The fire was erack-
ling, the keitle was steaming, and

f(a pot of pleasantsmelling coffee

leaned rakishly agminst the hot
ashes. The flap to Fortune's tent was
still closed. And there was Fyanne,
sitting with his knees drawn up under
hin chin, his hands clasped about his
shins, and glowering at no visible
thing,

“Hello!" cried George.  “Found
yourself, eh?"

Ryanne eyed him without emotion.

“When and how did they get you?”
George Inquired,

“About three houra before they got
you. Bomething in a gluss of wine.
Dope. 1'd have cleaned them up but
for that"

"How do you feel?”

"Damned bad, Perelval®

“Any bomes broken?

“No; I'm just knocked about: sore
#pot in my side; kicked, marbe. But
it lsn't that.”

George didn't ask what “that™ was.
“Where do you think he's taking ua?

“Bagdad, If we don't dle upon the
way.”

"I den't think heTl kil us
wouldn't be worth his while.”

“You did not give bim the rug™

*Not 11"

“It comes hard, Jones, 1 know, but
your glving it up will save us both
many bad days. He nsked you for it

“He did"

“Then why the devil didn't you give
it to him? What's a thousand potinds
against this moddld™

“For the simple reason 1 didn't have
it to give up*

“What's that?”

“When I went up to my room, night
before last, some one had been thers
ahead of me. And at first | had giv-
€n you the credit,” sald George, with
ndmirgble frankness,

“Gone!™ There was no mistaking
the dismay in Ryanne's volce.

"Absolutely,”

“Well, T bo damn!" Ryanne threw
aside the blanket and got up. It was
& palnful movement, and he swayed
& lttle. “It Mahomed basn't it, and
I haven't it, and you haven't 1t, who
the devil has, then?"

George shook his head.

“Jones we are In for it 1t that

It

cursed rug i Mahomed's salvation,
it Is no less ours. If we ever reach
the paluce of Bagdad and that rug ia
net fortheoming, we'll never see the
outslde of the walls agaln.”
‘ “Nonsense! There's an American
conmul at Bagdad.”
| “And Mabomed will sotity Bim of
| our arrival!™ bitterly.

“lan't there some way we two
might get at Mahomed "

"Perhaps; but 1t will take time.
|Dou't bank wpon money. Mahomed
| wants his head. therug . . . "
| But Ryanne stopped. He looked be-
‘youd George, his face full of terror.
George turned to see what had pro-
duced this effect. Fortune was com-
ing out of her tent. "Fortune? My
God!" Ryanne's legs gave under and
be sank, his face In his hande “]
see it all now! Fool, fool! He's go-
Ing to pet me, Jones; be's golng to get
me through her!™

CHAPTER XIV.
Mahomed Offers Freedom.
Fortune had slept, but only after
bours of watchful terror. The slight
est sound oulside the teni sent a
scream into ber throat, but she sue-
ceeded each time In stilfing It. Once
the evil lnoghter of a hyenn came over
her earn, shivering. Alone! She laid
her bead upon the wadded saddlebags
and wept silently, and every sob tore
ber heart. Bhe must keep up the
being brave when she knew
wasn'. The men must not
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bope my |
" ahe pdded, |

tivity in camp; evidently they were |+

rocked, bit her Ups, lay down, sat w
and rocked agaln, But for the es-
baustlon, but for the Insistent call of

mother belleve, after the scene that
had taken place between them? What
could she belleve, save that her daugh-
ter had fulfilled her threat, and run
away?! And upon this not unreason-
able supposition her mother would
make no attempt to find out what had

The only rhy of sunshine in sl was
the presence of Jomes. She felt,
subtly, that he would not only stand
between ber and Mahomed, but also
between her and Ryanne.

“Den't Worry Any Mors About the
Rug, Then, | Know Where It s

Tet her pee you like this. Ehe musty't
know "

“You don't understand,” replied Ry-
anne miserably,

“I belleve 1 do" George's beart
was heavy. This man was in love
with her, too.

Ryanne strock the tears from his
eyes and turned agide his head. He
was sick in soul and body., To have
walked blindly Info a trap like this,
of his own making, too! Fool! What
bad possessed him, usually so keen,
to trust the copper-hided devil? AN
for the sake of one glass of wine!
With an effort entailing no meager
paln in his side, he stilled the sirang-
ling bicooughs, swung round and tried
to smile reassuringly nt the girl

“You are better?™ sbe ssked

There was in the tone of that ques
tion an answer to all his dreama. One
night’s work had given him his tlcket
to the land of those welghed and
found wanting. She knew; how much
he did not care; enough 1o read his
guilt.

It appeared to George that sbe was
accepting the sltuation with & philos-
ophy deeper than either his or Ry-
anne's. Not a whimper, not a plaint,
nat & protest a0 far had she made.
Sbe was a Roland in petticoats,

“Ob; I'm bashed up & bIL" sald Ry-
aane. “I'll pet my legs in & day or
so. Fortune, will you unswer one
question ™

“As many as you ke

“How did you get here?”

"Don't you know?™

George wasn't certaln, but the glirl's
volce was cold and sccusing.

1™

“Yes. Wasn't It the note that you
wrote to me?™

Ryanne took his head in his bands,
wearily. “I wrote you mo note, For-
tune; I bave never written you a pote
of any kind. You do not know my
handwriting from Adam's In Qod's
name, why didn't you ask your mother
or your uncle? They would have rec-
ognised the forpery st otice. Who
gave it to you?™

“Mahomed himself.”

“Damn him!" Ryanne grew strong
under the passing it of rage. *No,
dem’t tell o to be silent. 1 don't care
about myself, I'm the kind of a man
who pulls through, gemerally, But
this takes the spine out of me. I'm
to blame; it's all my fault”

“Bay no more about It" She he
leved bim. She really hadn't thought
bim capable of such baseness, though
At the time of her abduction she had
been Inclined to accuss him. That
be wan here, a prisoper like herself,
was conclusive evidence, so far as she
was concerned, of his Innocence. But
she kpew him to be responsible for
the presence of Jones; knew him to
be culpabie of treachery of the mesn-
et order: kmew him to be lacking in
generostiy and magnanimity townrd a

“Softly.” sald Ryanne ‘“Let ua
come down to the lean facts. If thay
rog s In your room, Fortune, youe
mother has discovered it long before
now. Bfe will tura it over to your
estimable uncle. None of us will ever
see It again, I'm thinking. The Majer -
known that Jones gave me a thowsand
pounds for it Btruck by a sensd of
Impending disaster, Ryanne began to
fomble In his pockets. Gone!
sbilling of it gone! “He's got that,
too; Mahomed; the cash you gave me,
Jones. Walt & moment: don't peak;
things are whirling about some: Over
filne hundred pounds; every shilling |
of I. We mostn't let him know, ihat
I've missed It. T've got to play weak
In order to grow strong. . But
they will ut least start up a row as
to your whereabouts, Fortune "

“No," thoughtfully: “no, 1 do met
think they will®

The undercurrent was too deep 1
George. Ha couldn't see very cles
Just then. The United Romance ung
Adventure Company: wua that all®

not something elnl
behind that name, concernlng him? H
looked patiently from the girl to
adventurer,

Ryanne stared at the yellow desert
beyond, His braln was clearing ru
idly under the stimulus of th
He himself d1d not believe that
would send out wearchparties eithe
for him or for Fortune, He could net
fathom what had given Fortune b
belief; but he realized that hig ownrl
wis based upon the recollection of
that savage mood when he had thrown ,
down the gauntlet. Now they would
accept 1. He bad ran away with For.
fune as he had boldly threatened to
do. The mother and ber prechus
brother would proceed at once to New *
York without bim. He had made &
fine muddie of it all. But for a glae
of wine and n graln too much of con-
fidence, he had not been here this day.

Mahomed, himself astir by thia *
!me, came over to the group, lefaure-
ly. The three looked like copspira.
lors to his suspiclous eye, but unlike
conspirators they made no effort to
separnie because he upprosched. Ha
understood: as yet they were not *
afrald of Wim. That was one of the
reasons he hated white men: they
could meldom be forced 4o show fear,
even when they possessed it. Wejl,
these three should know what fear
wis before they saw the last of him,
He currled & kurbash, & cowhide whip,
which he twirled idly, even TIgpes.
tively. Piret, he came to George.

"It you have Yhiordes, there Is stil)
8 chance for you. Cairo s but gy
miles away. Bagdad Is severs! hun.
dred.” He drew the whip caressingly
through his fingers,

“1 do not le," replied George, & tru-
culent sparkle In his eyes. *1 told
you that T had it not. It was the °
truth.” .

A ripple of saxiely pussed over Ma
bhomed's face.’ "And you?™ tu
upon Rynnne, with suppressed mav
ness,  How be longed to lay the |

man who was practically his benefsc him

tor. “What does Mabomed want™
“The bally rug, Fortune, And Jones
here, who bad It, says that 1t fs gone™
“Vanlshed, maglocarpet-wise” sup-

George.

“And Jones would have given it up.”

“And a thousand lke it, i we could
have bought you out of thie®

“Joves and I could have managed
to pet along”

“We shouldn't have mattered ™

“And would you have returned to
Mr. Jones kis thousand ‘pounds?™

“Yes, and everyihing else | have

dramy i




